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' came down from the bridge and shook

FOREWORD.

“Gunner Depew” is not a
work of fiction, but it is
more thrilling than any fic-
tion you ever read. Itis the
true story of the experi-
ences of an American boy
who had a fighting career
that is unique in the annals
of the great war, Itis a
|| story crowded with fighting

and adventure — big with
1| human courage and endur-
ance. It is the first war nar-
rative that tells the true
story of conditions in the
German prison camps. |t
is a story that every Ameri-
can should and will read to I
the end.

CHAPTER L
P -
In the American Navy.

My father was a seaman, so, nat-
uritlly, all my life I heard a great denl
about ghips and the gen. Even when
I was a little boy, in Walston, Pa,, 1
thought about them a whole lot and
wanted to be a sallor—especizlly a
suilor in the U. 8, navy.

You might say I was brought up on
the water,

Wheon I was twelve years old 1 went
fo sep as cabin boy on the whaler
Therifus, out of Boston. She wag an
old square-rigged =salling ship, bullt
more for work than for speed. We
were out four months on my first
erulse, and got knocked arouad a lof,
especially in n storm on the Newfound-
land Banks, where we lost our Instru-
ments, and had a hard time navigat-
ing the ship. Whallog crews work on
shares and during the two years 1 was
on the Therifus my shares amounted
to fourteen hundred dollars.

Fhen 1 sliipped Lrst-class helms-

Toen on U )t 1 rump Southern-
down, a twin-screw steamer out of
Liverpool.  Muny people are surprised
that a fourtecnsyear-oid boy should be

helmsmen oo
but all over the

ovean-going eraft,
world you will see
young lads doing their trick at the
wheel. I was on the Southerndown
two years and in that time visited
most of the Important ports of Hu-
rope. There is nothing like & tramp
steamer if you want to see the world,
The Southerndown s the vessel that,
in the fall of 1917, sighted a German
U-boat rigged up like a sailllng ship.
Althongh I liked visiting the forelgn
ports, I got tired of the Southerndown
after a while and at the end of a voy-
age which landed me in New York 1
declded to get into the United States
navy, After lnying around for a week
or two I enlisted and was aesigned to
duty as a second-class fireman.
Feople have sald they thought I was
pretty small to be g fireman; they
have the idea that firemen must be big
men. Well, T am 5 feet 7% inches In
helght, and when I was sixieen I was
Just as tall as I am now and weighed
1G8 pounds. I was a whole lot husk-
fer then, too, for that wans before my
introduction to kultur in German pris-
on camps, and life there I3 not exuctly
fattening—not exactly. I do not know
why It is, but if you will notlee the
navy firemen—the lads with the red
stripes around thelr left shoulders—
you will find that almost all of them
nre small men, DBut they are a husky
lot.
Now, in the navy, they always haze
a newcomer until he shows that he
<oin take care of himself, and I got
mine very soon after I went into Un-
¢le Sam's service. I was washing my
clothes In a bucket on the forecastle
dock, and every garby (sallor) who
«ame along would give me or the
bucket a kick, and spill one or the
both of us, Kach time I would move
to some other place, but I alwoys
seemed to be In somebody's way., Fi-
oally 1 saw a marine coming. I was
nowhere near him, but he bauled out
of his course to come up to me and
gave the bucket a boot that sent it
twenty feet away, at the same time
handing me a clout on the ear that
Just about knocked me down, Now,
I did pot exactly know what a marine
was, and this follow had so many
stripes on his sleeves that I thought
he must be some sort of officer, so I
Just stood by. There was a gold stripe
{commissioned officer) on the bridge
and I knew that if anything was
wrong he would cut in, so I kept look-
ing up at him, bot he stayed where he
was, looking on, and never saying a
word. And all the time the marine
kept slamming me sbout and telling
me to get the hell ont of there.
Finally I saild to myself, “I'll get
this guy if it's the brig for & month.”
8o I planted him one in the kidneys
and another In the mooth, and he went
clean wp against the rall. Buot be
came back at me strong, and we were
at It for some time,
But when It was over the gold stripe |

hands with me!

After this they did not haze me
much. This was the beginning of a
certain reputation that I had In the
navy for fist-work. Later on I had a
reputation for swimming, too. That
first day they began calling me
“Chink,” though I don't know why,
and it has been my nickname in the
navy ever since.

It is a curlous thing, and I never
could understand it, but garbles and
marines never mix. The marines are
good men and great fighters, aboard
and ashore, but we garbies never have
a word for them, nor they for us. On
shore leave sbroad we pal up with
forelgn garblies, even, but hardly ever
with a marine, Of course they are
with us strong in case we have a 8crap
with a liberty party off some forelgn
ship—they cannot keep out of s fight
any more than we can—but after It
is over they are on their way at once
and we on ours,

There are lots of things lke that
In the navy that you cannot figure out
the reason for, and I think It Is be-
cause sailors change thelr ways so
little. They do a great many things
in the navy because the navy always
has done them,

I kept strictly on the job as a fire-
man, but I wanted to get into the gun
turrets. 1t was slow work for a long
time, I had to serve as second-class
fireman for four mouths, first-class
for clght months and in the engine
room as water-tender for & year,
Then, after serving on the U, 8. S.
Des Molnes as a gundoader, I was
transferred to the Iowa and finally
worked up to a gun-pointer. After a
time I got my C. P, 0. rating—chlef
petty officer, first-class gunner,

The wvarious navies differ in many
ways, bat most of the differences
would not be noticed by any one but
a sallor. Every sallor has a great deal
of respect for the Swedes and Nor-
wegians and Danes; they are born
snilors and are very daring, but, of
course, their navies are small, The
Germang were always known as clean
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snilors; that is, as in our navy and
the Eritish, their vessels were ship-
shape all the time, and were run as
eweet 48 a clock.

There is no use comparing the vari-
ous navies as to which is best; some
are better at one thing and some at
another. The British navy, of course,
is the largest, nnd nobody will deny
that at most things they are topnotch
—least of all themselves; they admit
it. But there is one place where the
pavy of the United States has it all
over every other navy on the seven
seas, and that Is guanery. The Amer-
ledn navy hes the best gunners in
the world, And do not let anybody
tell you different.

CHAPTER I
The War Breaks,

After serving four years and three
months in the U, 8, navy, I recelved
an honorsble digcharge on April 14,
1014, 1 held the rank of chief petty
officer, first-class gunner, It Is not
uncommon for garbies to lie aronnd a
while between enlistments—they like
n vacation as much as anyone—and it
was my intentlon to loaf for & few
months before joining the navy again,

After the war started, of course, I
had heard more or less about the Ger-
man atrocities in Beigiom, and while
I wus greatly Interested, T was doubt-
ful at first as to the truth of the re-
ports, for I knew how n(ws gets
changed In passing from mouth to
mouth, and I pever wus much of a
band to believe thiogs untll I saw
them, anyway. Amnother thing that
caused me to be intercsted in the war
was the fact that my mother was born
in Alsace. Her malden name, Dier-
vieux, Is well known In Alsace. I had
often visited my grandmother in Bt
Nazaire, France, and knew the coun-
try. Bo with F'rance at war, it was
not strapge that 1 ehonld be even
more Interested than many other

garbies,

As T have gaid, I did not take much
stock In the first reports of the Hun's
exhibition of kultur, beenuse Fritz Is
known as a clean sallor, and I figared

that no real saflor would ever get

mixed up in such dirty work as §
sald there was in Belglum. T figured
the soldiers were like the sailors. But
I found out I was wrong about both.

One thing that opened my eyes a
bit was the trouble my mother n
getting out of Hanover, where
was when the war started, and back
to France, She always wore a lttle
American flag and this both saved and
endangered her, Without it; the
mans would have interned hep
Frenchwoman, and with it, she W
sneered at and insulted time. nd
agnin before she finally '<to
get over the border. She died
two months after she reached ﬁl.. a-
zalre,

Moreover, I heard the fate oﬁ}m
older brother, who had made his
in France with my mndmotﬁaﬁ
had gone to the front at the outbreak
of the war with the infantry from St.
Nazalre and had been killed two or
three weeks afterwards. This made
It a sort of personal matter, .

But what put the finishing touches
to me were the sforles a wou
Canadian leutenant told me §
months later in New York. He had
been there and he knew. You could
not help belleving him; you ecan al-
ways tell it when a man has beéen
there and knows.

There was not much racket mnd
New York, so I made uop my mind all
of a sudden to go over and get some
for myself. Belleve me, I got enough
racket before I was through. Most
of the really tmportant things I have
done have happened like that: I dld
them on the jump, you might say.
Many other Americans wanted a lool,
too; there were five thou-;rmd Amer-
leans in the Canndian army at one
time they say.

I would not claim that I went over
there to save democracy, or anything
ke that, I never did like Geérmnns,
and i never met a Frenchmean who 'was
not kind to me, and what I heard
about the way the Huns treated the
Belglans made me slck, I used to gdt
out of bed to go to an all-night picture
show, I thought about It =0 muen.
But there waus not’ much excltem
about New York, and I figured th
1. 8. would not get into it for a whil
anyway, se I just wanted to go
and see what It was Hke. -
why lots of us went, I think,

There were five of us who went to
Boston to ship for the other slde:
Sam Murray, Ed Brown, Tim Flynn,
Mitehell and myself. Murray wasan ex-
garby—two hitches (enlistments), gun-
pointer rating, and about thirty-five
years old. Brown wans & Pennsylvania
man about twenty-six years old, who
had served two enlistments In the U,
8. army nnd had quit with the rank
of sergeant. Flynn and Mitchell were
both ex-navy men, Mitchell was a
noted boxer. Of the five of ug I um
the only one who went in, pgot
through and came out, Flynn and
Mitchell did not go in; Murray and
Brown never eame back,

The five of us shipped on the steam-
ship Virginian of the American-Ha-
wallan line, under American flag and
registry, but chartered by the French
government, I slgned on a8 watoepe
tender—an engine room job—but the
others were on deck—that 15, seamens

We left Boston for St. Nazaoire with
a cirgo of ammunition, bully beefy
ete, and made the first trip without
anything of interest happening.

As we were tylng to the dock at St
Nuazalre, I saw a German prisoner slte
ting on a pile of lumber, I thought
probably he would be hungry, so I
went down into the ollers' mess and
got two slices of bread with a thiclk
plece of beefstenk between them and
handed it to Fritz. He would not take
it. At first I thought he was afruid
to, but by using several languages and
gigng he managed to make me onders
stand that he was not hungry—had
too much to eat, In fact.

I used to think of this fellow accas
slonally when 1 was In a German prig-
on ¢amp, and a plece of moldy brend
the size of & sufety-mnteh box wus
the generous portlon of food they
foreed on me, with true German hos-
pitality, once every forty-eight hours.
I would not exonctly have refused a
beefsteak sandwich, I am afraid, Byt
then I was not a heaven-born German,
I was only a common American garby.
He was full of kultur and grub; I
was not full of anything,

There was a large prison eamp ot
St. Nazaire, and at one time or ape
other 1 saw gll of it. Before the war
it had been used as a barracks by the
French army and consisted of welle
made, comfortable two-story stone
bulldings, floored with concrete, with
auxillary barracks of logs. The Gere
man prisoners occupled the gtone
bulldings, while the French guards
were quartered in the log houses, In.
side, the houses were divided Into long
rooms with whitewashed walls. There
wag a gymonsgium for the prisoners, o
canteen where they might buy most
of the things yon could buy anywhera
¢lse in the conntry, and a studio for
the painters among the prisoners, Of«
fleers were sepnrated from privates—
which was & good thing for the pris
vates—and were kept In louses sur<|
rounded by stockades, Officers and
privates recelved the same treatmenty

however, and all were given czactly!

(T T T T T

the same rations and equipment as the
regular French army before it went to
the front. Their food consisted of
bread, soup, and vino, as wine Is called
almost everywhere in the world. In
the morning they recelved half a loaf
of Vienna bread and coffee. At noon
they each had a large dixie of thick
soup, and at three in the afierncon
more bread and a bottle of vino. The
soup was more llke a stew—very
thick with meat and vegetables, At
one of the officers’ barracks there was
a cook who had been chef in the larg:
est hotel In Parig before the war.

All the prisoners were well clothed.
Once & week, socks, underwear, soap,
towels and blankets were Issued to
them, and every week the barracks
and equipment were fumigated, They
were given the best of medical atten-
tlon.

Besides all this, they were allowed
to work at their trades, if they had
any. All the carpenters, cobblers,
tallors and palnters were kept busy,
and some of them picked up more
change there than they ever did In
Germany, they told me, The musi-
clansg formed bands and played almost
every night at restaurants and thea-
ters In the town. Thoge who had no
trade were allowed to work on the
ronds, parks, docks and at residences
about the town.

Talk about dear old jaill! You could
not have driven the average prisoner
away from there with a 14inch gun,
I used to think about them in Bran-
denburg, when our boys were rushing
the sentrles in the hope of belng bay-
onetted out of their misery,

While our cargo was being unloaded
I spent most of my time with my
grandmother. I had heard still more
about the ecruelty of the Huns, and
made up my mind to get into the ser-
vice. Murray and Brown hed already
enlisted in the Forelgn Legion, Brown
belng sssigned to the infantry and
Murray to the French man-of-war Cas
sard. But when I spoke of my inten-
tion, my grandmother cried so much
that I promised her I would not enlisi
—that tlme, anyway—und made the
return voyage in the Virginlan. We
were no sooner loaded in Boston than
back to 8t. Nazaire we went,

Gunner Depew, on board the
French dreadnaught Cassard,
gives the Poilus a sample of the
marksmanship for which the
American gunners are famous.
Then he leaves his ship and goes
Into the trenches. Don't miss
the next installment.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Something to “Greet™ About.

Persons casting about for something
to worry about may take pleasure in
recalling from *“The Little Minister”
the manner in which self-styled simple
folk In S8cotland regard the northern
Heghts—"the devil's ralnbow,” Waster
Lunny called it. *“I saw it sax times
in July month,” he said, “and it made
me shut my een. You was out admir-
ing It, dominle, but I can never forget
that it was seen In the year "12 just
afore the great storm. I was only a
laddie then, but I mind how that awful
wind stripped a' the standing corn in
the glen in less time than we've been
here at the water's edge. It was called
the deil's bosom, My father's hinmost
words to me was, ‘It's time eneuch to
greet, laddie, when you see the au-
rora borealls’" Waster Lunny was
“greeting” o'er the drought then, but
twelve hours later the Quharity was
out of Its banks, washing out the corn
and with a year's store of wool on its
crest was dashing out to sea.

Maoon by “Earthlight.”

When the erescent of the new moon
appeurs in the west the phenomenon
ecalled “the old moon in the young
ong's arms" is often observed, Part.
ly embraced by the horns of the cres.
cent 18 seen the whole round orb of
the moon. The cause of this appear-
ance is that the “earthlight” npon that
part of the moon not reached by the
sunshine is suflicien{ly brilliant to rens
der it faintly visible to our eyes.

Harnessen Sun's Rays.

An experlmentsr in the Royal Cols
iege of Sclence in Toronzo clulms that
he has found a way to harness the
sun’s heat to industrial tasks of al-
most any nature., For instance, by his
experiments with mirror combinntions
he hns foeused reflacted rays so as to
melt a bar of lend at a temperature
below freezing to a depth of one and
a half Inches in 43 seconds,

Intended No Harm.

Tuecy was playing up on the lawn
with her little puppy when the dog
next door eame up wagging his tall in
o most friendly way. The little pup
stuck his tail betwean hls legs and

‘gtarted for the house, Lucy caught

him, saying: “Don't be afrald, pup:
he won't hart you; he just come over

to iotroduce hisself”

Necessity,
A naflonal exhibitlon was recently
held In Berlin to popriarize the use

of paper clothing.

|ing and told him with much: concern

| WADE THE CHAIN COMPLETE| |
Physician in His Excitement Rather .

' Gave Away Secret He ll:oul’d"
Have Kept,

Attorney Genm! Grexmnteﬂq nﬂa

plquant story of a prominent finan-
eler and a well-known physielan:

The money juggler called at the of-

flea of his famlily physlelan one morn-

that his only son was suffering from
diphtherin, The doctor was solleltous
but assured the financier thatwith the
care given in the hospital to whieh |
the boy had been taken he would pull
through nicely., *“Of course,” said the

medico, “no. one /18, safe _when’rihtv* i

terrible disease I8 around,” \
“But," sald the father, “the boy eun-
fessed to me thut he is sure he canght
the disease from the nsflor Md
whom he had kisged” .

“Well, young pecple dre t:war'talrﬂs‘k

very thoughtless,” “mused thé doctor,
“I'm sorry to hear that your son has
been so {ndiscreet.”

“Yes, of course, doctor,” snld the
financler, nervously, “but don't you
see, to be frank with you—I have
kissed the girl. Do you think I, too,
will have the disense?”

“Why, yes" gaid the doctor. “You

are probably already infected. In|

fact, that would be the very next thjng
to expect.”

“Oh, that's awful," gasped the ﬂnan-
cler, “and I kiss my own denr wife
every morning and evening, &o she,
too—"

“Good heavens!” crled the phy-
slelan, Jumping up excitedly, “then I,
too, will have it!"—Illustrated Sunday
Muagnzine,

.

NOT MARK OF DISRESPECT

Omission of “Mr.” Before Name of
'‘President le Thoroughly Sanc-
tioned by Good Usage.

A EKansns City teacher asks the
Star whether It is really In good taste
to refer fo the president in a head-
line or elsewhere as “Wilzon.” Ought
ft not always be *Mr. Wilson"” or
"President Wilson %" she asks, It has
Jarred on hor in rending the news
to puplis to find the president's name
used without o handle,

Hard and fast rules In matters of
good taste are difficult to establish, In
general the title {s approprintely used
with the president’s name; in general,
but not always. The umiﬂkmn of the
title Is not disrespectful; on the con:
trary, the more distinguished the man,
the more the omission of the title is
sanctioned by good usage. We spealt
of Wehster, Calhionn, Linecoln, Glad-
stone habitonlly without the “Mr."
So with living men, Isn't it more often
“Edison” than “Mr. Edison,” “Berg

| son™than “M. EBergwon “Kiplng® thnn |-
“Mr, Kipling” “Lloyd George” than

“Mr. Lloyd George,” “Polncare” than
“M. Polueare,” “Kerensky" than “Mr.
Kerensky 1

When reference is made to a well-
known man by his name without ti-
tle or even [nitials, there Is an Implied
complimient. The Implleation 18 that
there Is only one Lloyd George, only
one Clemencenu, only one Wilson.
Whether the title is used or not de-
pends largely on what €eems to be the
requirements of the ocension—~Knnsas
City Times.

One Day Too Late,

The avernge Oklahoma Indian is
more Inferested In oll royalties than
In eurrent events. Recently a loeally
well-known Indian came into Ardmore
to cush his quarterly check, and on
being appronched for a Red Cross con-
tributlon, asked:

“What for, Red Cross?"

Red Cross work was briefly ex-
plained, and the Indian came back
with another query, “What war?

“Why, the war with the Germans,”
was the answer. “Didn't youn know
Amerlea 1s at war with the Germnns?"”

“No," replled the Indian. “How
long??
The situntion 'was explained at

length, and oftér studying over the
matter, the Indlan sald:

“Too bad! Know um yesterday,
could help heap, Two CGermans by
my place, haullng well-vlg. Could kill
‘em ensy."—Everybody's Magazine,

Entire Town on Auction Blogk,

Any man whose ambition is to own
a whaole town will have an opportunlty
to satlsly hls desire,

By direction of Lord Stalbridge, the
owner, the entire town of Shaftshury,
England, will be put on fhe auction
block, inclnding private houses, banks,
postoflices, etores, offices, hotels and
three suloons. The town is In a ple-
turesque part of Derbyshire, perched
on a hill in the midst of rolling farm
country, The nearest rallway station
Is three miles distant, at Semley,

Sales of great estntes are frequent
In these days, when taxes are enting
up profits and many of the younger
generation of the nobillty are losing
thelr lives on the battlefields. This is
the first gale of an entire town which
has been arranged.

Historic Signals.

Our books on naval history which give
In terms of flags, Nelson's signal at Tra-
falgar, will have to be brought up to
date to fnclude In Morse dots and
dashes, the Immortal “St. George for
England™ of Zeebrugge, Our J apanese
allies wil) be the ficst to note the fine
watchword for Togo, an Intense ad-
mirer of Nelson, employed a varianf
of the Trafalgar sigoal in the great
gen bittle with Russia. - Sald he in hiy
report: *T rap up this signal for al
the ships in sight: *The fate of th
empire dejiends upon this event ; ever
man I8 expected to do his utmost "—
London Chroniele,

TEXT-What! Could ye not watch
wmhmk—ﬂltt. '" m
Never wus the Master's rebuke to
the d!sciples more pertinent than to-
day. We are live
ing at a rapid:
| rate,  Every one
seems to be In a
. mad rush to get
- theére, and multi-
tudes of business
" men are comn-
sclm:ﬂr “vlolnting

time for private
or family wor-
ship, while medi-
tation on the
Word Is, we fear,
almost a lost art. Men and woinen
too, are using up seven days' strength
in slx dnys' time, so that Sunday
usually finds them ecompletely ex-
hausted.

Let me suggest as a remedy an hour
a day with Jesus, emphasizing not go
much the amount of time as the faet
of a generous period set apart each
day for fellowship with the living and
written Word.

Our souls need it. How much they
need it we shall never know until we
adopt the habit. We need it both for
our information and inspiration, We
need to know God better that we may
love him more, We need to know our-
gselves hetter that we may take and
keep our proper attitude toward him.
And wlien we know hig will we need
the constant and constraining influence
of the Hoely Spirit to Incite us to dodt.

A slumbering church needs it, for if
it Is ever awakened and set on fire for
God it must be through the instrumen-
tality of those who are alrendy on fire,
and whose earnest intercession gives
God no rest untll he establishes and
muakes Jerusulem a praise in the earth.

A perishing world needs It—for

never will it realize that it is dead un-

til it comes In contact with those who
are allve In Christ Jesus. Formal
preaching “and feeble testimony will
never disturb the sleep of the dend,
but *“the people that do know. their
God shall be strong, and shall. do ex-
plults." W.lwn peo : eal:.l]wlit .

g

And Jesus craves it. “We al'_a "ﬂbt
simply the servants of Jesus who go
to him for orders, but he says, “I
have called you friends,” and *“pll
things that I have heard of my Pather,
I have made known unto you" A
business man may employ hundreds of
women, and daily assign them their
work and pay them their wages, but
there is one wamnn whose relation to
him is entirely different. He I8 not
her employer but her husband. He
did not select her for the work that
she could do, but to be his wife and
companion,

Bven so the church is the bride of
Christ, and far more than the service
that we can render, he prizes our
fellowship and love,

An hour a day with Jesus gives
deep, abounding joy. “Did not ous
hearts burn within us as he talked with
us by the way, and while he opened
to us the SBeriptures?”

It makes our testimony more effec
tive. Some years ago I ¢ame In close
touch with a group of young people,
I soon saw thit one of the number
was far superior to all the rest in
the welght of her festimony and in
her knowledge of the Bible, Then 1
found the sceret. She was glving an
hour' a day to the study of the Bible
and prayer. Her life was benutiful
and her influence unique, though her
natural gifts were only ordinary.
That hour 'a day with Jesus seemed to
cast a halo over all that she sald and
did,

It gives greater power in prayer. In
Acls 4:31 we rend that when the apos-
tles had prayed, the place was shaken
where they were assembled. togethér,
and they were all filled with the Holy
Ghost, “And with great power gave
they witness of the resurrection of

the Lord Jesus; and ‘great grace was =

upon them all.”

And 80 we come back to our starte
Ing point, and leave with you the
question, “Could we not manoge onr
households, and carry on our business
and accomplish more study, and make
more money if we would spend an
hour a day with Jesus and the Bible?™

A little talk with .Tﬂm, how it smooths
the rugged road,

How it soems to help me nnmo. when 1
faint beneath my lond:

When my heart is crushed with BOTTOW,
and my eycs with teurs are dim,
There is naught can give me comfort like

o little talke with him.

I cannot live without him, nor would I if
I could;

Hg 18 my daily portion, my medicine anda
food

ool
Ha's altogether lovely, none with him ean
compare,
The chlef among ten thousand, the falr-
est of the falr.

Bible for Every Cottage.

Give to the people who toll and suf-
fer, for whom this world is hard and
had, the bellef that there is a beiter
made for them. . Beatter gospels nmong
the villages, a Bible for every oattute.
“Victor Hugo.
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